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who seemed to me neither aged nor wrinkled after his terrible
experience of twelve years' imprisonment in the Khalifa's camp.

I noted in my diary at the time that " he is fully and markedly
a Major-General of the British Army and as Inspector-General
of the Sudan has probably a deeper knowledge of Central Africa
and of its tribes and of the arts and cunning of the Arab mind
than any man living. In Slatin Pasha the Arab slave trader
found his match indeed."

In my first year, Lord Kitchener revisited the Sudan and was
greeted on the quay by thousands of women, clad in the blue-
dyed draperies of their custom. These women whom one met
in pairs and in groups, chattering shrilly by day in every corner
of the new town laid out in the semblance of the Union Jack,
were known as " the Khartoum widows " and were in fact those
of soldiers killed at the battle of Omdurman or the grass widows
of men serving in the Sudanese regiments, separated from their
husbands and earning a bare livelihood by scavenging the streets.
It is true that within six months of the mobilization of the
Khartoum widows there was not a mosquito to be found in this
hitherto fever-smitten death-trap.

The widows, with shrill cries, made by placing the two fore-
fingers in the mouth and wobbling them up and down between
the teeth, cried loudly to the great man and presented, through
an orndaky a petition, the purport of which was a re-union with
their husbands. It said, u There are ten thousand hungry women
in Khartoum,39

On New Year's night, Kitchener dined with my Regiment in
Mess* I was Orderly Officer of the day and it fell to my duty
to escort him from the Palace, when during the drive I found him
most amiable to so young an officer. After dinner and the
departure of Lord Kitchener, having toasted in Gaelic to the
greatness of Scotland and danced in our shirt-sleeves to in-
numerable reels, some of us for the entertainment of our fellows
arrayed ourselves in white sheets, and with tow from gun-cases
on our heads, presented a deluka. Possessed of some agility and
having studied also these contortions, with an indiscretion ill-
fitted to the Orderly Officer of the day, but momentarily stripped
of my Sam Browne belt, I headed these orgies with a full sense
of realism, though it must be confessed that those who also
participated, as was customary on New Year's night, were so
engulfed in an alcoholic stream that they could not perceive the
realism which no doubt I succeeded in putting into my own